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of a corrida, such as the world had never yet seen. Moreover,
there cannot have been a man in the world who, at one time
or another during that trial, had not said: "But for the
Grace of God, there goes M or N."
I do not, of course, mean to say that every man, or even
many men at all, could ever have suspected himself of com-
mitting a crime similar to that of which that prisoner was
accused. But almost any man could imagine himself in
circumstances in which he might incur trial for a capital
offence ... if merely unjustly.
Thus hardly any man could—or should—be so dead as
not to grasp at the smallest chance of being present there.
The crowd being—perfectly properly—enormous, he must
shove and sweat to introduce himself into the small avail-
able space; the buzz of voices being overwhelming, he
must shout loudly to make himself heard by his neighbour.
And humanity in a crowd is humanity with its passions
almost completely uncontrolled. That is a factor of mankind:
it just is and it is useless to moralize about it. A man will
confront the strongest imaginable emotions with an iron
equanimity and exercise his cool judgment as long as he is
alone. Yet the same man, acting in company with several
thousands of relatively decent human beings, set in motion
by a wind of contagious emotions, will commit atrocities of
hideous kinds and reduce himself to a loathsome being on a
level with any villain from a murderer to a satyr. Compared
to the actions of Sherman's soldiery let loose from discipline
on innocent and unarmed beings of their own blood and
language, the actions of the huge mobs that daily filled
Flemington and the country round were very innocent.
The spectacle was distressing: that beanfeast on the bonfire-
lit snow celebrated the condemnation to death of a fellow-
human being after weeks of mental torture. But there were
none of the motions to violence that almost invariably dis-
tinguish such crowds; there was no impulse against either
the prisoner or the person or properties of the Germans of
Nazi complexion with whom that neighbourhood is filled.
There were shouts and songs and cheering and drinking . , .
but there were those at the Crucifixion, at the burning of

